fancying that I could not recognize their little ostrich because
its head was in a bag of metaphor. I understood perfectly, and
gathered that they both of them thought this business of my
going into undrained cottages injudicious. Accordingly, I was
by degrees taken 'visiting' only when Mary Grace was going
into the country-hamlets, and then I w-as usually left outside, to
skip among the flowers and stalk the butterflies.

I must not, however, underestimate the very prominent part
taken all through this spring and summer of 1858 by the
collection of specimens on the sea-shore. My Father had
returned, the chagrin of his failure in theorizing now being
mitigated, to what was his real work in life, the practical study
of animal forms in detail. He was not a biologist, in the true
sense of the term. That luminous indication which Flaubert
gives of what the action of the scientific mind should be, ajffran-
chissant I'esprit et pesant les mondes} sans haine, sans peur, sans
pitie, sans amour et sans Dieit,4 was opposed in every segment to
the attitude of my Father, who, nevertheless, was a man of
very high scientific attainment. But, again I repeat, he was not
a philosopher; he was incapable, by temperament and educa-
tion, of forming broad generalizations and of escaping in a vast
survey from the troublesome pettiness of detail. He saw every-
thing through a lens, nothing in the immensity of nature.
Certain senses were absent in him; I think that, with all his
justice, he had no conception of the importance of liberty;
with all his intelligence, the boundaries of the atmosphere in
which his mind could think at all were always close about him;
with all his faith in the Word of God, he had no confidence in
the Divine Benevolence; and with all his passionate piety, he
habitually mistook fear for love.

It was down on the shore, tramping along the pebbled
terraces of the beach, clambering over the great blocks of fallen
conglomerate which broke the -white curve with rufous pro-
montories that jutted into the sea, or, finally, bending over
those shallow tidal pools in the limestone rocks which were
our proper hunting-ground, - it was in such circumstances as
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